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"My lord! By all the gods of Olympus, Helen, is this 
what we have come to? You cannot call me Paris, but 
mock me with my title? Am I just one of the fifty 
princes of Troy to you, after all?" 
Just one of the princes? He, the sole prince of her 
heart? She ached to tell him that, to fling herself at his 
feet, to shower kisses upon his bronze shinguards. But 
how could she, while still ignorant of what was 
upsetting him? Confused, filled with an eddy of 
conflicting emotions, she could only cling to her one 
enduring principle- she must teach him manners. 
"If that is what you think, you must think it," she 
said coldly. She could not look him in the eyes, but 
glanced away, feigning to be distracted by an unusually 
vivid scream from the battlefield. 
"Then it's true," he stormed. 
"Paris," she digressed, limpid blue eyes still upon the 
conflict below, "why have you come up from the war? 










Helen leaned upon the parapet as if unconscious of 
her shimmering and translucent beauty. Her blond hair, 
washed just that morning and unbound, was a golden 
cloud about her shoulders. The bright Phrygian sun 
rouged her cheeks and reflected from the helmets and 
shields of the combatants on the plain below. She 
turned wistfully from the carnage as sandals thudded 
on the steps behind her. 
The birdlike flutter of her heart had told her, even 
before she looked, that Paris would be there. He was. 
His hands clenched and unclenched with unspoken 
passion, his haunting dark eyes smouldered with 
accusation. She drew herself up proudly. One hand 
clutched the blue mantel, chosen to accentuate the clear 
azure of her eyes, and she made an effort to speak 
clearly. 
"Are you angry, my lord?" 
"My lord!" he cried, flinging the words like one of 
those catapult projectiles cracking the wall beneath her. 
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Paris looked up, the anger gone from his eyes. Only 
devotion for this radiant woman suffused his being. 
"Helen," he murmured. "Baklava." 
"Yes," she said shyly. "Your favorite." 
"How wonderful you are!" he cried and then she 
was in his arms. Below, arrows whirred, swords and 
spears hammered on bronze shields, horses neighed, 
and dying men called on the gods, but Paris and Helen 
were only aware of each other. • 
Dear Achilles, 
Do, please, be sweet and do me a teeny-weeny favor. 
With this awful siege, we can't get any decent Greek 
baklava in Troy. Could you sneak some through the 
lines for me? I'd appreciate it awfully. 
Your chum, 
Helen 
Agamemnon's cousin Aegisthus. In her last letter to me, 
she said that Aegisthus is commanding, yet passionate; 
confident, yet with the shadow of some old sorrow 
lurking in his smouldering eyes; outwardly stern, yet 
capable of great tenderness. He does a variety of bird 
calls and knows a lot of Macedonian jokes. I've never 
seen her happier. I don't know what she'll do when 
Agamemnon comes home from this war." 
"I guess," said Paris, "that it'll all come out in the 
wash. But if all this is true, why did you meet with 
Achilles when he came here?" 
"I was asking him what had become of my brothers, 
Castor and Pollux. It seems they'd falJen in love with ... " 
"Oh please, never mind," Paris interrupted hastily. 
"And why, when I looked up to this wall half an hour 
ago, did I see you gesturing to Achilles so brazenly?" 
"Oh, you silly," Helen chided him. "I just wanted him 
to fight his way over here and let me drop him this. 
Here, if you must know." She handed him a leather 
pouch that had lain beside her on the parapet. With 
blazing eyes he opened it, with trembling fingers 
unrolled the scrap of parchment it contained. He read: 
The books that let you escape 
into the wonderful world of romance! 
Trips to exotic places . . . interesting 
plots . . . meeting memorable people . . . 
the excitement of love. . . . These are 
integral parts of Harlekinopoulos 
Romances-the heartwarming novels 
read by Athenians everywhere. 
"Never mind my legion," he shouted. "I must know 
the truth about you and me. Don't you understand that 
nothing else matters?" 
The words sent a thrill through her being. To be that 
important to him! To hear such a cry wrung from a 
manly heart! To have the upper hand! Yet, could she 
claim to understand this man, so commanding, yet so 
passionate; so confident, yet with the shadow of some 
old sorrow lurking in his smouldering eyes; so 
outwardly stern, yet capable of such great tenderness? 
She pondered his cry, "Then it's true!" 
"Then what's true?" she asked, 
"Do I need to say it?" he scoffed. He moved to the 
parapet and rested his hands on it and she quailed 
before the haunted despair in his fathomless black eyes. 
His voice was soft, almost a monotone. "After all we 
have said to each other, all that we have dared for each 
other, yet at last you turn back to that man ... " 
"That man!" she cried. "What are you implying?" 
Anger mounted in her. "You know I cannot go back. 
Whatever there was between Menelaus and me, it's dead 
now. Yes, I thought it was love, but I know now it 
wasn't love!" 
She almost added, "Because you have taught me the 
meaning of love," but pride and obduracy stilled her 
tongue. 
"Menelaus, faughl" Paris spat. "Am I not supposed to 
know that your fickle heart nowadays beats only for 
Achilles?" 
"Achilles!" she cried, startled out of her assumed 
dignity. "Paris, how can you say that?" 
"Easily enough," he answered with a mocking laugh. 
"I know that you met with him when last the Greeks 
sent him here on an embassy. And I saw how you were 
looking at him and gesturing from the wall today. 
That's why I came back-to tell you that I saw." 
"I can't believe this!" she cried. "How could I ever 
love Achilles?" 
"Would it be so hard? He is commanding, yet 
passionate; confident, yet with the shadow of some old 
sorrow lurking in his smouldering eyes; outwardly 
stern, yet capable of great tenderness. Just the type 
your sort always fall for." 
"You have never spoken like this before," she 
murmured painfully. 
"It is a cluttered, pretentious style, but I am 
overwrought," was all the answer he gave her. 
Don't you know," she cried in exasperation, "that 
Achilles doesn't love me?'' 
"He did once." 
"Yes," she flared. "Every crowned male in Greece 
loved me once. Wasn't I always honest about that? 
Didn't I tell you so from the first? But Achilles has no 
interest in me now. He's in love with Briseis." 
"Briseis, the captive girl?" Paris turned to her, 
perplexed. "Agamemnon loves Briseis." 
"Agamemnon never loved Briseis. Agamemnon is 
crazy about Chryseis and has been for the last six 
months." 
"Chriseis, the daughter of the priest of Apollo?" 
"Yes, and he's only chasing after the other one 
because he can't get her." 
"By the gods, that must upset you," Paris said 
sympathetically. "After all, Agamemnon is married to 
your sister Clytemnestra." 
"Oh well," she shrugged. "Clytemnestra also has 
known overpowering passion. She's falJen hard for 
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